The Crafty Maids Approbation. 


Wherein ſhe ſhows either Black. or Brown, 
*T1s Monzy makes them ſtraight go down ; 
When pritty Girls that Gold has none, 
Their fortune is ſtill to lye alone. 


To the Tune of, 


A fig for France. 


Raw near to me young Girls ſo fine, 
Whoſe means and poztion's like to mine; 
It you?l hut hear what J have pen'd, 
*Twill make you mile befo2e J end: 
J once had Swet:hearts fair and voung, 
Tho? now from me he's fled and gone; 
But ile tell you a very good reaſon why, 
*T was money did part my Love and J. 


UWihen firſt tome a Wooing he came, 

He did dere to know my name; 

I told him that my means was ſmall, 
He ſaſd he valued none at all: 

So that my favour he could win, 

He valued nothing elſe a pin : 

But now he's gone and J know not why, 
Twas mony, &c.. 


| Bet koz thice years his Love ſtood fact, 
And he vow?d fo! ever it ſhould laſt ; 
But when my friends ſpoke of the ſame, 
Then he was koz another Dame ; 
Except ſo much money they'd give me, 


No wife fo2 him J muſt not be: 


His wozds he clearly did denp, 


so money did part, &c. 


| Thus maſds may ſee, ſo may J too, 


It is fo2 money young:men Wooe : 
«Tho? great ſtoze of Love thep do pꝛetend, 
Pet mark what falls out in the end: : 
When they find your Poztions are but ſmall,” 
Like to a Snake from pou they?l crawl: : 
And to another ſtreight they'l hye,.. 


l So money did part, &c. 


The Crafty Maids Approbation. 


Wherein ſhe ſhows either Black. or Brown, 
*T1s Monzy makes them ſtraight go down ; 
When pritty Girls that Gold has none, 
Their fortune is ſtill to lye alone. 


To the Tune of, 


A fig for France. 


Raw near to me young Girls ſo fine, 
Whoſe means and poztion's like to mine; 
It you?l hut hear what J have pen'd, 
*Twill make you mile befo2e J end: 
J once had Swet:hearts fair and voung, 
Tho? now from me he's fled and gone; 
But ile tell you a very good reaſon why, 
*T was money did part my Love and J. 


UWihen firſt tome a Wooing he came, 

He did dere to know my name; 

I told him that my means was ſmall, 
He ſaſd he valued none at all: 

So that my favour he could win, 

He valued nothing elſe a pin : 

But now he's gone and J know not why, 
Twas mony, &c.. 


| Bet koz thice years his Love ſtood fact, 
And he vow?d fo! ever it ſhould laſt ; 
But when my friends ſpoke of the ſame, 
Then he was koz another Dame ; 
Except ſo much money they'd give me, 


No wife fo2 him J muſt not be: 


His wozds he clearly did denp, 


so money did part, &c. 


| Thus maſds may ſee, ſo may J too, 


It is fo2 money young:men Wooe : 
«Tho? great ſtoze of Love thep do pꝛetend, 
Pet mark what falls out in the end: : 
When they find your Poztions are but ſmall,” 
Like to a Snake from pou they?l crawl: : 
And to another ſtreight they'l hye,.. 


l So money did part, &c. 


It J had a head like a Yozſe, 

Oz a body as thick as a Mili-polt, 

So bags came but tumbling in, 

Then my favour every fool wor'd win; 
Oz was Jlong-ſnoutedlike a Sow, 

Oz elſe Crook⸗backt like our fine Cow: 

Have at her then, theſe boys would cry, 

She's money enough, and what care J. 


poung⸗men don't bluſh, you know 'tis true, 
Fo? let her name be Mary oꝛ Sue, : 
Tho? the was blabber-lipr, alſo blear· ex 'd, 
Het money all thoſe faulrs will hide; 

Nay, were ſhe the naſtieſt dingielt flut, 


That a man durft not alter her crack a Nut; 


Had ſhe but money, houſe, oz Land, 
Pm ſure ſhe would not ſtick long a hand. 


Pet we whoſe potions are but ſmall, 

Let us not be dilmaid at all ; 

Neither let us grieve, lament, no2 (wound, 
Foz Beauty's wozth a thouſand pound: 
Hang't, though my firſt true Lore be gone, 
J've the ſame face ko another man; 

And ite pꝛobe ho:ie(f till J dye, 

Tho? money, &c. 


It two poung⸗ men talk of a Wench, 
As they do fit of an ale-bench ; 
She's a good Huſwife, the one replpes, 
But has ſhe money, the other tries: 
Jf the has none ſhe's not fo2 me, 
Giveme the Cath, hang Hulwilcty, 
J love to finger that, fo2 why, 
T is money did part my Love and l. 


| 


By this young Girls may plainly ſee, 


How deceitful theſe young ⸗ men be; 


They?l fearch a Maid from top to toe, 
Till all her ſecrets they do know; 

Then ik her means don't pleaſe his mind, 
He quickly tan turn like the wind: 

I muſt have a wife with moze, he'l cry, 
So money, &c. | 
Such affection did that young-man bear, 
That he often called me his dear ; 

Such vows and Oaths he made, tis known, 
But now he doth them quite diſpwn : 


But ſince he's gone, ſing farewel he, 
Je flight him moze then he does me: 
J'lener lament, noz wep, no! cry, 
Tho? money, &c. s 


J am kull glad we parted in truth, 

Fo? ſince J hear he's acroſs-grain'd youth; 
Sur had he pꝛov'd true, though ne'r ſo bare, 
In wealth oz woe i*de bear a ſhare j 

But now i'm free, ile let that ſlide, 

And ne*r think mote to be a Bꝛide: 
There's nothing like to Liberty, 

Since money, &c. | 


Thus have J told young Maidens all, 


How the weakeſt go to the all; 
But the that is full, and her Purſe well ſtrung, 
She ſhall have Swert⸗ hearts come ding dong: 
Jr's no matter fo2 bꝛæding oz ſenſe, | 
So ſhe has but Cath, he'l have the Wench 
Black oꝛ by8wn he looks not oꝰth dye, 

*TI'was money did part my Love and I. 
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